*    The Tartar Invasion    *

She managed some answer, which comforted him
for a time. But his agitation would return. He would
sit in the tower watching hour after hour for despatches,
but sometimes when letters came he was afraid to un-
seal them.

On the full moon day of December there was a
storm. The sun had gone down behind the western
mountains and was throwing up on to what strips of
cloud were there a scarlet of exceptional tone, when
suddenly a bank of inky vapour lit with flashes rose
from the eastern horizon on a rushing wind. This
wrack, bellying over the blue that lay before the sun-
set, soon burst in a deluge, which, caught in the reflec-
tion from the west, turned pink as it fell, came teeming
down a reddish flood.

That night Narathihapate could not sleep and sent
for Queen Saw. They sat playing chess. Three times he
was mated. 'I can play no more/ he said. 'Where are
the musicians? Have they no songs to sing? Let me
have martial music, old songs of triumph, what an
army sings when it comes home victorious/ They be-
gan to play an air of the hero Alaungsithu. 'I cannot
hear that!* he cried. He did not know what ailed him.

Near midnight those on duty by the door announced
that a novice was in the ante-chamber, the young no-
vice who often went with the Royal Chaplain. 'He has
an urgent message/ they said. 'He desires Your Ma-
jesty's ear, he is straight from the Chaplain/ The boy
was let in, a child of twelve in the yellow robe of the
order. He remained silent when he saw the King.

'What is it, novice? Tell me!* Narathihapate was
shivering.
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